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When La Fayette asked her for the keys of her Palace, a
momentary flash of energy made her bricUe, lose all dignity,
and throw them in his face. She clung to her son's hand, and
when they separated him from her for a moment, shrieked out
in sudden anguish. Then, steadied by his return, she turned to
enter the Palace, to seek rest, rest, rest. In the morning she
would write a note that would bring Axel some crumb of
comfort.

The sun was low and red. It cast a rosy light over the lime-
fcrees, over the Riding-school where the Assembly sat, over the
Tuileries which would be now more than ever a prison. It
showed the crowd one marvel which should have helped to
shame its misdirected hatred. It showed that in one short
week a woman's head (though she were barely thirty-five)
could turn, net grey but white.